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ORIGINAL PAPERS. 
For the Southern Rose Bud. 
POWER OF A WORD. 

Iwas sitting in my chamber, a 
few days since, at the fanciful hour 
of twilight; a feeble flame flickered 
in the huge black fire-place, which 
resembles a dungeon. I was in 
state between waking and sleeping; 
my body was feeble, my mind rest- 
less, for I was, and am still suffering 
under a long illness. While in this 
state, heard some one pronounce 
the word “Hush.” It roused me 
from my torpid state. made me forget 
my pains and infirmities, and rung in 
my dull ear like a watch-word. It 
was a trifle, but yet one of those tr- 
fles, which affect us, with most mys- 
terious power, because the word was 
uttered in the exact tone, in which 
it had so often proceeded from my 
mother’s lips. It kindled up that 


a 


beacon-light of memory, by means | 


of which, we can so wonderfully 
run over the whole past, and walk 





again through a thousand by-gone | 


scenes, with the utmost 
ness once familiar faces, and unite 
again in the sports 
tions of childhood. 

Soitwas with me now. Time 
and space were lost. Grateful mem- 
ory was the absorbing feeling. I 
Was at home again, I wasa boy once 
more, . 

How often, as we were all as- 
sembled in the evening, (and we 
Were a numerous household) have 
we little ones, in making our bar- 


sec 


gains and showing our machines, | 
Waxed warm and begun to disturb | 
the older part of the family, andthe 
word of “Hush—hush,” has lower- 
ed our toues, fora short time at least, 
Within the limitsof a whisper, And 


exact- | 


and conversa. | 





then too, when strangers have been 
present, and two or three of us had 
crept into a corner to have just a lit- 


tle quiet fun, and soon forgot that it 


we were out of sight, we were not 
out of hearing, we have heard, per- 
haps from the mouths of both parents 
at once, “Hush that noise in the cor- 
ner, and come out and show your- 
selves to the company.” With the 
feelings of detected criminals, our 
hands driven into our pockets, or else 
buried in our hair, we came sidling 
forward, made our uncouth bows, 
and watching the first opportunity, 
darted out of the door, and ran to 
enjoy the liberty of the old tulpedy- 
And on Sunday, I blush to reeall it 
to mind, we were sometimes such 
sinners, as to carry nuts and cake to 
church, and of course there must be 
a deal of buzzing and discussion a- 
bout an equal division; then, espe- 
cially, would dear mother turn to- 
wards us, and with as stern a look 
as she could assume, (for she was a 
meek and gentle saint,) a look which 
would do more than any words, awe 
us into stillness. And then, too, 
amidst the thousand |itthe vexations 
and disorders in a large house-hold, 
it was surprising to observe with 
what magical skill and power, she 
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could wield that litth word. On 
some of the amusing occasions, 
which occur m domestic lite, her 


“hush” was often interposed most 
seasonably. When, leaning upon 
our chairs, waiting impatiently for 
dinner, two of us fell to boxing and 
pulling hair, mother’s quick ear de- 
tected the slow step of father, while 
ata distance, and by this word of 
command, would make the table or- 


derly,ia time to save the rogues a 


severe reprimand. And, oh, how 
often have I come galloping and 





Se ott 


—_———— 


No. 29. 


ee 





shouting home from school, and on 
my way to the parlour, been arrest. 
ed by the timely appearance ot 
mother, with her gentle “hush my 
dear, there is company in the par. 
lour, you are not fit to see them 
yet.” 

At the few holidays which as- 
sembled all the branches of our 
fanuly, where about three-score “lit- 
tle folks” were usually collected 
under our roof, 1t must have delight. 
ed an observer, (1 was not ready to 


play that part then) to notice with 
what quiet skill, she held the reims 
of sobriety over them: how she 


calaned the uproal of thew gavety; 
and now aud thea, “hush, my little 
army, would spread overthem stull. 
ness, ike a summer cloud. 

She had no objection to our visit. 
ing with her the sick, and being pre. 
seut at the funeral coremonies of the 
dead, but sh vuld 
forget the 
one glance of her mild, but prercing 
sufficient to reeall us to 
ourselves, And when assembled 
around her for our devotions, her 
voice of gentle reproof, like the 
summons of an angel, collected the 
wandenig thoughts of the young 
and giddy among us. 


Such are the mysterious relations 


we tora tmoment 


jolene ca id the OCCASION, 


eve, Was 


and connexions of the soul, and thus. 
trifles, like that which 
these thoughts, may call up a train 
of recollections, which shall run 
back to the carlest period im our 
existence, of w hich memory has 
left any ree ord. Cc. 


suggested 
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l stood in the crowded Ball-room. 
music Was around, splendid dresses 


smiling faces were before me 


j 
anu 
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a sister, gazing upon this beautiful 
scene for the first time, was leaning 
on my arm, dazzled at the sight.— 
She said to me, “Here is indeed hap- 
piness, here every one is pleased 
and desirous of pleasing.” I said 
nothing in reply, but on my return 
to my quiet home, could not refrain 
from meditating upon what I had 
seen, and upon her remark; and I 
was surprised that so many things 
wear an appearance, entirely difler- 
ent from, nay, even discordant with, 
their true character. The view 
which my sister took of this ball- 
room, how natural and real it seem- 
ed! but to him who scrutinizes it mi- 
nutely, its pleasing aspect vanish- 
es. A young person would pro. 
nounce immediately, that cares nev- 
er enter, and evil passions never dis- 
turb the breasts of those smiling 
dancers. ButI know that, beneath 
all this beauty, lurk envy and ma- 
lice. Here slander withholds not 
the censorious remark, and here too 
may be seen a countenance, from 
which smiles cannot obliterate tra- 
ces of tears. 

And yet the’ young and thought- 
less will cry out upon me, that this 
picture is nota correct one, that I 
have sadly belied its true character; 
but let them watch themselves and 
others, let them note the remarks 
they hear and the glances of con- 


tempt they see, and then tell me, if 


this be the scene of happiness, the 
spot where no vile passion of our 
nature exercises its sway; if this be 
the place, where there is no decep- 
tion; if every thing be really what 
it seems to be, 

Not that I would, by these remarks, 
mean to discourage the young from 
innocent amusements, in their day of 
liveliness, when alone they can en- 
joy them; but caution them against 
being deceived into thinking that 
such are the places to seck for true 
happiness, and prevent them from 
sighing, as | have heard many do, 
for the time when they may be per- 
initted to join the gay throng of ; 
ball-room. Let them remember, 
that truc happiness lies m the ac- 
quisition of corrggt principles, and 
am even temper, and not in those ac- 
complishments, which shine in the 
crowded assembly; that the fairest 
scene upon which they are to act, is 


hy their own fire-side, where good | 





conduct and kind attentions, shall 
make those whom they love happy, 
while their highest aim is to pre- 
pare for an eternity, where the joys 
of earth will fade and die amidst 
brighter glories. 


N——r7, 
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JOURNEY OF A LITTLE GIRL FROM 
THE NORTM TO THE SOUTH. IN 
A SERIES OF LETTERS. 
LETTER II. 
Mrs. Editor, 


The day of our departure from 
Boston being fixed for Monday the 
13th of January, | was taken by a 
relation on the preceding Saturday 
to Watertown, a distance of seven 
miles, and on the line of our intended 
journey. Here I passed the Sab- 
bath, and on the Monday morning 
following, the stage came up exact- 
ly at eleven o’clock, containing my 
friend who accompanied me on in 
the vessel last Fall, together with a 
young lady, who was to proceed 
with us as faras Washington. A 
few way-passengers were with 
them. I understand the arrival of 
the Stage is co punctual every day, 
that the Watertown people immedi- 

ately set about to get their dinners, 
as soon as it approaches. The day 
was very cold,though clear. I was 
wrapped in clothes twice as warm 
as I should have been if travelling 
in South-Carolina. Witha joyous 
heart, I leaped into the stage,@hink- 
ing of nothing but home, and _for- 
getting that I had a journey of e- 
levea hundred miles to perform in 
the depth of winter. On the first 
day, I passed through several pretty 
towns, and arrived a little before 
sun-set at Worcester, forty miles 
trom Boston. At Weston, the next 
town but one from Watertown, we 
took in a lady and gentleman, who 
were going on to New-Orleans.— 
They accompanied us by land as far 
as New-York, from which place 
they sailedina packet. What good 
friends we became, before we part- 
ed. Shall I ever see them again? 

When half way between Worces- 
ter and Boston, we were obliged to 
put the stage on runners, as the snow 

was sodeep. I was pleased with 
this at first, but soon became rather 
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sick, as the motious of 
on the snow, 


our carriage 
so much resembled th 

sailing and pitching of a vessel.— 
But we came along with great ra- 
pidity, and arrived at Worcester half 
an hour before the usual time.— 
How delightful it is, afiera cold 
day’s journey, to enter a corforta. 

ble hote l, where you find a large fire 

ready for your reception, attentive 

waiters, excellent supper, and a nice 
bed and chamber. All the 
are found at Worcester, as well as 
at several other towns, and there. 
fore I shall not take the trouble to 
mention them all. Nor will I tell 
about the very few places, where 
we were uncomfortably served, for 
pe rhaps it was ouly an accident for 
that time, or they may have impro- 
ved since we left them. So I shall 
not hurt the good people’s feelings. 

At Worcester, I began to feel a 
little like being at home, for I saw 
there a gentleman who had lived a 
long time in Charleston, and is now 
residing in New-England. He 
a traveller like ourselves. 

The next morning, we set out for 
Hartford, a distance of seventy miles. 
We travelled the whole day on run- 
ners. We had quite an interesting 
addition to ourcompany. It consie- 
ted of a gentleman and lady from 
Lowell, withtheir infant boy of three 
months old, and two friends, who 
had all arrivedat Worcester the day 
before, and were on their way to the 
upper part of Illinois, a distance of 
eighteen hundred miles. They 
would go from Philadelphia across 
the mountains to Pittsburg, and 
thence take a steamboat down the 
Ohio to the Mississippi, which they 
would ascend till they arrived near 
the place of their destination.— 
Their intention is, to set up a grist- 
mill in Hlinois,and make a great for- 
tune. I often think of my little fel- 
low-traveller of three months old, 
who had so much harder and longer 
a journey to perform than I had. In 
thirty vears, I e xpect that he will go 
from Illinois to C ongress. 

A number of the gentlemen 02 
board of the ‘stage promised that 
they wonld get me a bird’s nest 02 
some of the trees along the roa id. 
But they did not succeed; nor could 
I get one from any of my fellow ps- 
sengers, through the whole route. 
I was very much disappointed at this; 


se.thi: 
se. things 


was 
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r | brought home eat 
and every thi u that l wished to d hy 


ya bird’s nest. 


every cCuf&©l 


exc pu 

Whenever the Stage stopped fora 
its, | had the pleasure ol 
uid taking a fine 
Hearing that 
after being thawed, 


few 
alightung, 


pe ce of 


MoMei 
slide on 
sorne ice, 
frozen apples, 


are very good to eat, | went this day 
milo an orchard, Ww he re a great hulm- 
ber were hanging on the trees, the 
last season having been remarkabk 
for large quantities of fruit. By 
means of a rail, my friend and my- 
self knocked several of them otfi, 


but we could not get one fit to be 
eaten. Probably they had been tro- 
zen and thawed so many times, 
to become quite spoiled. Howev- 


*) 
as 


er, we hada good adventure out of 


our attempts at the apples. 

In consequence of our being very 
much crowded with passengers, the 
proprietors of the line divided our 
number, and put us into two stages. 
lt was a glorious sight, when the 


ee 
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trun, and death closes a seene of 
wretchedness and wait. 

‘lo bring this suby et mor 
ticularly to the 
readers, | beg leave to it 


toOllowl ow ¢ xampdle, 


par- 


view OF my) young 
roduce the 


\ youth of promising talents and 
respectabl CouneLVION who hed 
bee i placed at one ol the bo st i.cad.- 


emues, suffered himself to be entuced 
by a school-fellow to associate with 
idle boys: after a whule, h 
so much attached to their company, 

that he sought them whenever he 
could find moment, not on- 
ly in the day,but at night. Of course 
he ne “ole cted his tedie ‘s, and to es- 
punishment, wandered about 
the streets and wharves,steahng fruit 
and committing other depredations. 
At length his parents, being inform- 


be culr 


i ke Isure 


Cc ape 


_edof his conduct, sent him again to 


drivers took us across a large pond 


two or three miles long, that was 
frozen over. The horses galloped 
as hard as they could, slipping al- 
most at every step on the ice, w cm h 
bent and cracke d bene ath the heavy 
weight upon it. Wedid not like t to 
have so many of our pleasant fel- 
low passengers separated trom 
However, we arrived at Hartford 
just before dark, and found ourselves 
all together again over a comforta- 
ble fire and an excellent supper ta- 
ble. With my new friend, the young 
lady who accompanied us to W: ash- 
ington, and who, besides her many 
other good qualities, taught me the 
lesson of punctuality on journies, 
and was generally even ready a 
quarter of an hour before the time 
of starting, I retired early to rest, 
and forgot all my fatigues in the 
arms of slumber. Yours, 
A LITTLE GIRL. 


us. 
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BY A JUVENILE CORRESPONDENT. 
The evils,which arise to youth by 
keeping bad company, are of the 
most destructive kind. Among others 
may be enumerated, neglect of edn. 


cation, inattention to parental advice, 


and profane language. Then suc- 
ceeds the omission of ever: chris- 


fan duty, utter ruin follows ip the 





school, where he was received on 
his promising to behave better; but 
it Was not many days before he re- 
sumed his bad practices, and under- 
went the disgrace of being turned 
out of it. He was afterwards sent 
to another, where,by the indefatiga- 
ble exertions of his teachers, he be- 
came measure reclaimed, 
and hopes were entertained that he 
would still be a blessing to his pa- 
rents; these hopes, however, proved 
visionary, for the school falling into 


in some 


more indulgent hands, he went or 
staid away as he chose, and by as- 
sociating himself with former wick. 


habits re- 
but few 
Vu free. In 
(i by his at. 
fectionate paren’ their 
profligate child; neither the hope of 


evil 
were 


ed companions, his 
turned: in fact, there 
from which he 


Vain Was every effort u 


Sins 


Sto resto! 


reward, nor th fear if uushment, 
had anv effect pon hi HNaraened 
heart. At | ngth he wi eiitto a 
Northern Semi ary. TeCormin nded 
for th strictness of i ai empl ‘ 
and for its success in the edu 

of vouth; here, however, 1 ba 
boy remained ouly @ short tu fey 
finding that he v iot allowed 
comimil the same irr euUart j ii 
hy me, he ran ways. nal ¢ nterece 
himself asa Cal Be 1 bo , 
ship just on th ve ot ing tor 
Europe. Thiss l, alas, has never | 
Ly hi urd of since. tn incr is | 
no doubt but that li j | 
perished. Ji the foregoing example, | 
the destructive effects of k bud 3 
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Company are platy to be seen. and 


| sHce4r ly hope it may meric a* « 


all my youthtul readers 


L. Wd 


beacon t 


A young he uly in Massachusett- 
ran aw my with a little age ad l4 
vears, and marned him. She has 


tne eli 


by \ 


indicted. 





Amswers te Con@ndrums. 


64. It wm net fair 
05 Agate (a gate.) 


Conundrums. 


66. Why w a«ick Jew, like a dumeond 
67. What » the distinction between o 
talkative girl and a looking gians 


ee .. S. 
TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


We have to effer an apolo y for the seew- 
ing neglect of some lines from a juveuile 
pen en the subject of ‘‘Jesus, and the wo 
man of Samaria."’ Our only cause of 
delay in their publication was the length of 
the article. We have peculiar pleasure w 
inserting short meces from young 7 
and sincerely urge our correspondent 
send us some specimens of her poetical ta! 
ents, (which are very remarkable,) thet 
we can more readily appropriate 


REMET VANCES, 
From Sandton, & C. #2. Cov imgten: 
Tenn. #2 Murfreesboro’, Teun. §1 
Lower three runs, 8. C. @2 


—_— 


For my Youngest Readers. 


TSli. MUENAGE MIE, 


said litth: Wal. 


“ot dh. papm, perp, 


ter, look mthis cave. Here mw a 
ripest h TTit ar oOkiug anim il ar aly new 
itsteeth' Whatisits nam 

liis a Pye my son, the most 


savage and fierce of wild beasts. 
fudecd it has been said that it cannot 
be tamed 

“Th art take,” said th keep. 
r. “Thay be i more toan ten 

’ taking care of wild b 8. @nG 
hey allseemto know when thes 
are well treated. ven the W bite 
Bear tromthe Polar seas has be. 
come fond of me, because | hae-s 
been kind to him. 

VW t d stull, and thought « 
hiithe whale, id then szid, “Paps, 
rm { 1 am kind to cousin Sally. 

Me Wo il my hair, and slap rae 
auy lie 
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THOUGHTS IN THE ARK. 


[We have imagined the wife of Japheth,the youngest of Noah’s 
,ons, to be youthful and timid, and embodying her feelings in the 
following lines. ] 
| “And the Lord said unto Noah, come thou and all thy 
| house into the Ark.”—*“All the fountains of the great 
deep were broken up, and the windows of heaven were 
opened.” 





Father, I tremble for our doom! 

These bursting waters turn my brain! 
The sea is like a heaving tomb! 

I ne’er shal] see my home again. 


Oh, mother! mother! clasp thy child, 
And let me feel thy living breath! 
My shaken soul is almost wild, 
A witness of such woe and death. 


Still, still | hear the mournful ery 
Of wild farewell my brethren gave, 
When the fierce tempest rent the sky, 
And sent us bounding o’er the wave. 


My bleating lambs, they too have gone— 
‘The woodland birds, that sang for me— 
In this wide world we’re left alone— 
Rescued—alas, to misery. 
lfow dear to me the simplest flower, 
That blossom’d on the steady land, 
And every reptile in my bower, 
Gladly I'd foster from my hand. 
Sacred to me each verdant sod, 
Where oft with early friends I stray’d; 
Alas, alas, where once we trod, 
fl An ocean wilderness is laid. 


Ah, look! one lone and pointed mound, 
Is struggling with the rising sea; 

“Tis gone—'tis gone—lI look around, 
And meet a vast infinity. 


‘And Noah sent forth a Raven, which went to and fro.’’ 


Wark wanderer, haste, and re-appear, 
And tell us of thine embassy, 
‘Lrembling we’ve seen thy dark wing veer, 
In restless circles “neath the sky. 
Thou truant of the sky and air, 
We cannot spare thy glossy crest, 
For life in any shape is fair; 
. Return within our prison’d rest. 
He rose aloft in happy flight, 
Flapping his bold wings o'er the sea— 
tilis dusky form waved on our sight ; 
‘Chen pass‘d to joy and liberty: 
Would that I too with him could spring, 
And rise in freedom where he flies, 
My aris upon the breezes fling, 
And taste the light of Heaven’s blue skies 
) ‘*Also, he sent forth a Dove.” 


‘me soit caress to thee, fair bird, 
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Had I thy wings they should be stirr’d 
Io bear me to my parents’ graves 


Their graves—I had forgot the waste, 
Which this wild deluge pours around— 
There are no graves—they are effac’'d— 
The world is one wide burial ground. 
Yet, go, sweet bird, and teach us how 
To prune oar wings when power is given, 
May we go forth as pure as thou, 
Beneath the light and smile of Heaven 


The Ark’s small window opes for thee, 
Hearest thou thy co-mate's farewell song? 
Thou tremblest, pausest, risest free, 
And soar’st away on pinions strong. C.G 








FOR THE SOUTHERN ROSE BUD. 
“Such partings break the heart, they fondly hope to 
heal.”’ Byron. 


They led me on, they led me on, with slow and mournful tread, 
Mid the solemn gloom and silence, to gaze upon the dead! 


fearful veil, 
And softly bade me look once more, upon thy features pale. 
They said, *twould calm my grief, to kiss thy cold and placid 
cheek, 
And twine my arms around thy form, that lay so sadly meek: 
They said in after days I'd mourn I had not seen thy face, 


And mark’d how gently, death had sketched, his dim, yet cer- 
tain trace. ' 


— vain the task: full oft I strove, ’mid grief’s first, endless 

ay, 

To reach with them, the quiet couch,where lay thy dreamless clay 

— shrinking back, would seek again, some secret hiding 
place, 

And ask, ‘‘why is it, that I dread that dear familiar face?’’ 

Alas! I could not bear to look upon that precious flower, 

And feel its beauty, and its smile would wither in an hour: 

I could not brook to call it mine, that changing, icy gem, 

Too well I knew, oh! monarch death, it deck’d thy diadem. 

Belov’d one, oh! belov'd one, thine image still appears, 

In all the sunny freshness of spring-tide, early years, 

Still, still, I meet thy loving glance, and list thy cheering tone, 


= twine with memory’s garlands, my heart’s deep chambers 
one. 


Yes! often when at twilight’s hour, thy features I recall, 

And fond Affection fears I seek thy coffin and thy pall, 

I joy to clear her anxious brow, where furrowing care hath trod, 
With glimpses of thy pictar’d bower, ’mid the paradise of God. 
A FRIEND. 





TO SUSANNA. 


Sweeter than the sweetest manna, 
Lively, lovely, chaste Susanna, 
You’re the girl that still I nuse on, 
Pretty, little smiling Susan. 
Oh! if verses can amuse ye, 
Fairest, sweetest, laughing Susy, 
I'd write on, but ne’er rebuke ye, 
Handsome and good-natured Suky. 
Every rhyme shuld flatter you, 
Sprightly, dimpling, tender Sue. 
I’ve sung my song—adieu, adieu! 
Susanna, Susan, Suky, Susy, Sue! 
* Boston Ev. Gaz. 
——— 
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